How at the end I longed to fold you

Close in my arms; so fierce and strong

The longing grew to have and hold you,
You, and you only, all life long*

They who know nothing call me fickle,
Keen to pursue and loth to keep.

Ah, could they see these tears that trickle

From eyes erstwhile too proud to weep.

Could see me, prone, beneath the sickle,

While pain and sorrow stand and reap!

Unopened scarce, yet overblown, lie

The hopes that rose-like round me grew,

The lights are low, and more than lonely
This life I lead apart from you.

Come back, come back! X want you only,

And you who loved me never knew*

You loved me, pleaded for compassion

On all the pain I would not share;

And I in weary, halting fashion

Was loth to listen, long to care;

But now, dear God! I faint with passion
For your far eyes and distant hair*

Yes, I am faint with love, and broken

With sleepless nights and empty days;